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Chris turned twenty-four when the band played in Virginia so Bill decided the whole state could go to hell. In 
the hotel room they shared in Salem Chris and Jon sequestered themselves after lingering in front of the door 
pretending to murmur anything but eager nothings to each other and they did it right in front of Bill and 
Steve just leaving Steve's room to head to the icemaker down the hall. And Bill said to Steve after Jon shut 
the door, "I don't bloody care how in love they are, | don't see where they get off shoving it in everybody's 
faces like that." 


"They're going into their room, though," Steve replied. "I don't see how that's shoving it in everyone's faces." 


Bill groaned, swiping the air before him with his hand as if it had offended him and he had to push it away in 
order to assert himself. "They do it all the time! They did it at dinner tonight, you know, when Jon ran out of 
his wine and Chris poured him some of his to have until the waiter came back. All the time. All the stupid 
time." 


Steve offered nothing but a sigh. 

"What, Bill said. When he turned toward Steve he found him slumping against the door. 
"You're obsessed with them," he replied 

‘lam not!" Bill cried. "Why would | be obsessed with them?" 


Steve shrugged with his whole body, standing up straight. "I don't know, Bill, why should | know? But every time 
I'm with you, it's Jon and Chris are doing this, and Jon and Chris are doing that, and bloody Jon and Chris all 
the fucking time, it's enough to make me think you're in love with both of them!" 


To which Bill cringed, the shiver of it rattling from his shoulders to his knees. "Bugger off, Steve, that's 
disgusting!" 


"IFs true, isn't it?" Steve shouted, volume enough to make Bill take a step away from him. "Somehow or 
another. If you had it your way you'd be in between them all the time, and they'd never let you, and that's 
why you're so horrible about them all the time, isn't it? Its the only thing that makes sense!" 


When in God's name had Steve ever gotten like this before? Bill took another step back, though Steve hadn't 
approached him with anything but his voice. "I'd die before | let the Fish put his fins on me," Bill replied, the 
only thing he could think to say. 


Steve stood still, delicate hands balled into fists, lips tight and quavering. He looked vaguely in Bill's direction, 
though nowhere truly at him, as if eye contact with him would turn both of them into dust, and so he 
remaking quaking as if in a standoff, moments before the two of them risked becoming a surrealist painting. 
"You're so in denial it kills me." Steve rubbed his hand over his face and when he took it away, finally, he and 


Bill locked eyes. "You can't even say what you want." 
Of course | can't, Bill thought. "What are you talking about?" 


"If you want Jon, or if you want Chris, or if you want both of them, | don't even know, you can't just sit here 
hating them if you've done nothing to try to get what you want, Bill, you haven't earned the right to hate 
them." Steve closed his eyes, and he stamped his foot on the floor, like a child, and he shouted: "I'm not going 


to be like you anymore!" 


What Bill felt first were the hands-those surprisingly soft hands still hot from tightening in on themselves- 
seizing him by the sides of his face. Though when he thought about it, he supposed they must have shot out 


to grab him at the same moment Steve started kissing him. 


It wasn't an angry kiss as much as it was a frustrated one, a desperate one, one that had needed to come out 


for nearly two years but had thus far only resorted to shaping words of consolation and agreement and hints. 


Forceful, heavy, teeth hard behind lips, burning and clashing, never quite painful but the feeling behind it urging 


it closer and closer toward pain. 


By the time Steve broke away, Bill hadn't gotten the chance to clear his mind enough to even consider kissing 
him back. Steve wiped his lips with the same hand he used a second later to turn his doorknob. 


"And | still fancy you anyway," he murmured, his voice low and gentle, the way Bill had always known it. Steve 
headed into his room and shut the door without giving Bill another look. 


The ice wasn't important anymore, though at this point the thought of finding something cool settled like a 
layer of snow on Bills mind. Hot and dumbfounded, he stumbled across the hallway to the room he and Rick 
shared, ignored his bandmate stretched out on his bed watching the TV, grabbed a beer from the mini-fridge, 
and sat on the edge of his own bed running the lip of the bottle back and forth across his lips. 

"You all right, mate?" Rick asked. 


It took Bill a moment to separate the sound of his voice from the idle noises coming through over the TV, so 


it may have been upwards of a minute later before he replied. "Mmhmm." 

"You gonna drink that?" 

"Yeah." 

‘Or are you just going to mack it?" 

Bill tilted the bottle and sipped at it. Cool. Almost enough to put his mind on something else. 


But if it had to touch his lips for that to happen, how could it? 
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The tour continued on to Virginia Beach, up and down the East Coast, then swung over to the west and up and 
down again, but even on the nights they roomed together, aside from a requisite, "Can you pass me that mic," 
Bill and Steve didn't speak again until Las Vegas. Bill watched Steve, though, watched him stalk from hotel room 
to lobby and out to the tour bus, or onto the jet, watched him lope across the stage, watched him play. 
Watched the back of him, mostly. He didn't intend to but he ended up behind him so often he had nowhere else 
to look, and as long as he was looking at Steve he found he didn't look over at Chris and Jon nearly as often. 


The sight of them strolling side by side didn't give him the rattle in his viscera that it usually did. 


That was reserved for Steve, Steve and his silence. It wasn't even the feeling of isolation that got to Bill. He 
had felt isolated before. He remembered back when it was Peter and Tony in Steve and Rick's places, and Tony 
talked to no one and Peter did nothing but voice his discontent, to the point of being even more difficult and 
unpleasant and negative than Bill was, a thought that now occurred to Bill for the first time ever. "And | stil 
fancy you, anyway," he remembered. He wasn't even isolated now-he and Rick were great mates-but being told 
he was fancied after being yelled at and before being shunned for two weeks made him wonder exactly who in 


this band was the most temperamental. 


He supposed, on one occasion when they played in California, that the hollow feeling in his entire torso wasn't 
even his own isolation, but rather Steve's. Steve really didn't talk to anyone, didn't do anything with anyone. 
Usually he and Jon got on fairly well, and the same went for Chris, as well. But over these two weeks Steve 
retreated, spent his time withdrawn, and if anybody besides Bill noticed they did nothing about it. He couldn't 
make himself believe that Steve wanted things this way. 


All this and he still couldn't bring himself to believe it was Steve who was the most temperamental. Bill avoided 
mirrors but took a lot of showers. He couldn't scrub himself clean of the feeling that he'd done something 


wrong, so he knew he must have. 


In Las Vegas the band stayed in a four-bedroom villa, a bit of extravagance to celebrate the end of the 
penultimate leg of the tour. Jon and Chris of course jumped at the chance to be the ones to share a room, so 
everyone else strolled off to place dibs on the other three, Steve and Rick moving slowly and winding up with 
the two that didn't face the strip. After the gig that night Bill could see the entire strip blinking like a low- 
flying UFO in the night air, the desert black around it, millions of dots scurrying about amid the streaks of 
light below, people in the street, none of them with any clue whatsoever that high up in that window was a 
fluffy-haired Sevenoaks boy feeling sorry for himself, and a room away a guitar player with only the 


shadowed desert to gaze upon doing the same. 


Bill left his room and, finding Steve's door across the hall ajar, poked his head in. "Steve," he said. "Come here." 


To Bill's surprise Steve put the vachalia with which he was fiddling off to the side and rose without a word 
from his bed. Bill took a breath, held it all the way back into his room, past the basket of complimentary 
toiletries on the bed that he'd toyed with earlier in a moment of semi-aroused boredom, where he stood 


before the window. Steve shut the door. 
"Get a load of the strip," Bill said, wincing, for a reason that he couldn't place, at his choice of words. 


Steve approached Bill's side, stared out at the twinkling lights below. Said, "Are you in love with me all of a 
sudden, Bill." 


Bill looked at him but he didn't look at Bill. The first real thing Steve said to him in two weeks and he didn't 
even put any inflection into it. An accusation still. "What do you want me to say to that," Bill said. 


‘lm so angry," Steve replied. 
"Me too," Bill said "All the time." 


‘lm in love with you but if you come to me now after I've told you the way | did then its not going to mean 


anything.” 
"But | do care about you." 


"You don't fancy me, though. You don't love me. If you come to me now it's because you're confused and upset 


and I'm some kind of compensation for you. | don't want to be your silver medal." 
"You're not my silver medal." 

‘| want you to love me." 

"You're my best friend in this rubbish band" 


Steve fell to him kissing him. This time at least Bill had the moment of silence before had to prepare and then 
catch him. Kiss him back. Hold the sides of his face the way Steve held his right then and the way he had way 
back the first time. Steve broke away and in that moment his legs seemed to give out so he stumbled and he 
fell to the side and Bill fell with him and they ended up on the bed together, in each other's arms, making the 
basket of shampoo and lotion topple over, facing each other, on their sides, panting, hurting a little, never 
letting go. 


Bill rolled over onto Steve for a moment before propping himself up with one arm, leaning down to kiss him. 
Steve had such soft lips, warm, Bill scolded himself for the start he received from them. He stroked through 
Steve's brittle auburn hair, gathering a bit of it in his hand and giving it a light yank. When Steve met the 


move with a moan through his teeth Bill moved down, kissed his jaw, then pulled on Steve's hair again to tilt 
his head back. He received another deep, eager moan in reply, and settled at his neck, kissed it, sucked at it 
until he left speckled purple bruises along the side, scraped his hand down Steve's chest and to his hips. 


"Jesus-" Steve gasped, arching his back, struggling beneath Bill. "Bill-fuck-" 


"Does it hurt?" Bill asked. If he was hurting him he'd want to break away right that second-he'd done enough 
of that with the poor lad's heart. But he wondered if he could bring himself to do it now, now that he'd come 
this far and had his hips rocking into Steve's and Steve was reaching up to grasp at him, his short nails digging 
into the skin of his arms and pushing up under the sleeves of his t-shirt. 


Slowly, Steve lifted a leg and wrapped it around Bill's body, a sock-clad heel knocking against his ass. "No," he 
sighed. "Please." 


But he never made a plea and Bill kept at nipping along his collarbone until, with a grunt, Steve heaved the 
weight of his body to one side. He rolled, he made Bill roll, and they came to a stop only when Steve lay atop 
him, scooting down to kiss him like nothing mattered as long as he lived but kissing him. Bills eyes went wide 
for a moment but he saw only shadows above him, and a backdrop of black beyond the window. He shut his 
eyes again with a shudder. Steve's hand descended along the length of Bill's body, down his chest and toward 
his waist, to the button of his trousers. 


"Let me," Steve said, biting his own lip, desperate. 


This from the soft-spoken guitarist he'd known for so long. Bill could manage a nod and a clumsy "mmhmm'" to 


give consent. 


Steve unbuttoned and unzipped him, slid down, running his hands along Bill's sides as he went, until he knelt on 
the floor. Bill waited for those hands to reappear elsewhere on his body but for a moment he felt nothing, and, 
knocked as dizzy as he was by the force of Steve's kisses and by what he'd done to him himself he could 
barely hear. A throb from his chest, whether it was his heart or his lungs or both, muffled everything 
around him. Whatever Steve was doing down there would give him time to catch his breath if it didn't pique 
his interest so thoroughly. So he pushed himself up onto his elbows and peered down. 


On the floor Steve was finishing wriggling out of his pants, the last step before kneeling there naked. Once he 
finished, he peered back up at Bill, his face flushed and his lips red from kissing. He grabbed onto him by the 
knee as if to steady himself, then pointed at something to Bill's right. "Hand me that," he said. 


Bill glanced in the direction toward which Steve pointed and found the tumbled-over basket of bath products. 
The lotion. This early? he thought, but Steve begged him again, "Come on," and so he reached over, picked up 
the bottle, and handed it to him. 


He watched him for a moment, popping the bottle open and resting it at his side on the floor. But when Steve 


turned his attention between Bill's legs again he received a "Lie back" as a command, and, taken off-guard, could 


think to do nothing but obey. He fell back onto the bed, felt Steve tugging at his denims and then his pants to 
free his dick, and before he had completely settled into place, he felt Steve's lips at the head, briefly, like a 
butterfly made of fire stopping to rest on some barely-deserving daffodil, before his whole length was 


enveloped in slick, moaning heat. 


If Steve had done this before, Bill would not have been surprised. And yet he would have been, the more he 
thought about it. Dazed by the feeling, the wet warmth surrounding him, the fluid motion of Steve's tongue 
caressing him, he tried to think of a time when he'd known Steve to ever be intimate with someone, go off 
with some groupie, a male one, or anything of the sort to have the experience he assumed necessary to 
please someone this way. He dredged for an answer but the net resurfaced barren. He lifted a hand, at first to 
place it on Steve's head to keep him there, but he didn't need to, Steve knew what he was doing, knew exactly 
how to angle his head, how to roll it, how to fit so many inches down his throat, so with his arm useless his 
muscles went limp and he dropped his hand onto his mouth. He bit at his knuckles, missed stifling a loud moan 
by milliseconds. A second later Steve let one of his own, sharp and sudden, reverberate from his throat to his 
mouth, and Bill shivered with echoes from the waist down. After that Steve's motions grew jerkier, if only 


slightly, though even the most minor interruption in his flawless grace caused Bill a tremor of alarm. 
"Shit," he hissed. "You all right?" 


Steve didn't answer him so he pushed himself up onto his elbows again. Down there Steve held one hand around 
the base of Bill's dick but the other reached between his legs, preparing himself open, the lotion bottle open 
and discarded to his side. 


"Jesus," Bill said, the sole sound he could make out of ‘Don't you trust me to do that for you?" 


Steve's eyes fluttered open, and, slowly, he released Bill from his mouth and his fingers from his own body. 
With that hand that still remained around Bill he gave him a few last strokes, murmuring over the motion 


"Want you.” 


Bill panted. For the second time that evening he found himself asking what he was supposed to say to that but 
this time it remained an echo in his head. Steve stood up, grabbing the lotion as he went, and eased Bill back to 
lying down and climbed up on top of him, straddling his hips. With the most minimal motions he rocked his hips 
back and forth, arse only brushing against dick like some kind of test. He kissed Bill, swept his tongue over his, 
biting his lip to end it. 


At some point, and Bill had of course missed it, carried in the moment of being led about and fucked into 
fucking, Steve had poured a bit more lotion into his hand, so when they pulled away from each other, Bill could 
see Steve reaching back. He felt his hand around him, slick with lotion, stroking up and down just as smoothly 
as he'd done with his mouth. With a choked-off wail he wondered again whether all of Steve's talent came 
from experience or whether he'd simply been waiting for this for such a long time, wanting it, that his 
emotions guided him into expertise. Whichever, Bill caught himself thrusting up to meet Steve's strokes, panting 
through clenched teeth, tightening his grip on the blanket underneath him. 


"Don't touch that," Steve said. With his free hand he took a hold of Bills wrist and placed it on his thigh, let 
the limp fingertips ghost their way up to his hipbones. "Touch me." 


"Fuck," Bill breathed. The most he could do with that hand was tighten it around Steve's thin side, scrape his 


nails over the bone. "Don't | feel useless." 


Steve leaned in, lips pouting, breath hot. "That's all right," he whispered. "You've never had to do anything and 
you won't have to do anything at all” 


With that he kissed Bill again, dragging him up by the collar of his shirt just enough that he could kneel and sit 
back, sliding slowly onto Bill. He cut the kiss short, letting Bill drop back onto the bed with a hushed thump so 
he could bite down onto his knuckles and gasp through them. Then, leaning back, steadying himself with his 
hands on Bill's thighs, he tossed his head back, his long sandy hair frizzed slightly from the moisture of his 


sweat, and he rode. 


What could Bill do, then, encased as he was in such hot, tight space? He had no room to move-only Steve, 
rocking his hips up and down, sliding onto and off of Bill again and again, could do that. Bill felt each motion and 
nothing else, slick Steve squeezing around him, fast enough, warm enough, to set fire to them both. He kept his 
hand on Steve's hip, too dead in the brain to will himself to make it actually do anything, for so long that he 
thought Steve might come before he could take the credit for it. Between Steve's tight-jawed breaths and his 
own low, long, loud moans he stretched his fingers, inched them along, like a starfish across a coral reef, to 
wrap them around Steve's dick and begin giving it weak strokes. 


"Harder," Steve commanded, but when Bill felt Steve's speed increase a moment later, he couldn't be sure 


whether he meant the direction for Bill or for himself. 


Regardless Bill stroked him as best he could He thought he might die for a flash of a second, a wave of heat 
surging from his hips to his head and then back down, and he wished he could take his shirt off, slip his 
denims the rest of the way off, but he'd never have the strength for that and Steve probably wouldn't let 
him anyway. So he fought through the dizzying heat, near enough to make him lose consciousness, a 
dehydrating level of heat, stil stroking Steve, automatically, not enough power to think to stop. 


"Bill," Steve gasped. 


The sensation of being trapped in such a tight, fast-moving space meant Bill had to choke on his breath before 
he could use it to speak. "God-Steve-" he half-replied. 


Steve let out an airy groan, close to coming but still not quite there. With it he sat up straight, then leaned 
down, closer and closer toward Bill. Still moving his hips, still riding him, he bore his weight on his hands, on 
either side of Bills head, careful to avoid the fluffy curls splayed out there. Bill looked up at him, watched him 
sift through stammers and syllables, his lashes fluttering. 


Steve croaked out, "l," then flopped forward and kissed Bill. A second later Bill felt his hips give, shuddering as 


he came, the hot trickle onto his hand. Something about it, perhaps Steve letting go of himself for once, he 
wasn't sure, set Bill off, and only moments later he, too, came, still inside Steve, who hadn't for a second let 
their kissing end. 


When the tail end of Bill's climax faded into nothingness they stopped kissing. But their lips remained touching, 
loose, letting only gasping breaths through. 


As he slid off of Bill and moved back to stand at the edge of the bed Steve wouldn't look at him. "I should go," 
he said, wobbling a bit and catching himself by grabbing onto the bed. The same timid Steve, timid yet 


determined. How those commands could have come from that same voice Bill had no idea 


"No," he said. He sat up, zipped himself back up, tucked his hand into his sleeve to wipe his face with it. "Stay 
here. Don't be like that." 


"Don't be like what?" 

He hadn't thought about it. He and Steve exchanged glances, then broke them, then came back together again. 
Everything sat so quiet, as if everything aside from their heaving, breathless chests were as black and still as 
the desert beyond the strip outside. Bill had forgotten that only meters away Rick was probably watching TV 


and enjoying a beer on his own, and Chris and Jon were.. 


Bill stopped himself. Focused on Steve. Saw him clear, as if for two years he'd been looking at him through 
scratched glasses. "Don't be like me," he said. 


Steve smiled. ".May |..Go..Clean up first, though?" 


"Only if | can come with you." Bill held out his hand and waited for Steve to take it, to help pull him up onto his 
feet. It would only be right of Steve. He'd given him quite a go of it. 


Steve wrapped his hand around Bill's wrist. "You had better," he replied. 


